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The waters broke my hollow trance,
And with a temporary strength

My stiffened limbs were rebaptised.
My courser3s broad breast proudly braves,
And dashes off the ascending waves,
And onward we advance !
We reach the slippery shore at length,

A haven I but little prized,
For all behind was dark and drear,
And all before was night and fear.
How many hours of night or day
In those suspended pangs I lay,
I could not tell; I scarcely knew
If this were human breath I drew.

" With glossy skin, and dripping mane,

And reeling limbs, and reeking flank,
The wild steed's sinewy nerves still strain

Up the repelling bank.
"We gain the top: a boundless plain
Spreads through the shadow of the night,

And onward, onward, onward, seems,

Like precipices in our dreams,
To stretch beyond the sight;
And here and there a speck of white,

Or scattered spot of dusky green,
In masses broke into the light,
As rose the moon upon my right:

Bat nought distinctly seen
In the dim waste would indicate
The omen of a cottage gate;
No twinkling taper from afar
Stood like a hospitable star;
Not even an ignis-fatuus rose
To make him merry with my woes;

That very cheat had checr'd me then!
Although detected, welcome still,
.Reminding me, through every ill,

Of the abodes of men.